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Leading away from this spot are a maze of low,
narrow tunnels, whose walls have been cut into to
make sarcophagi out of the living stone*   Some of
these tombs are double and even treble, and all
have been ravished at one time or another*   The
progress down these tunnels, with the gaping tombs
on either side, is unutterably depressing*   Who
were these people who took such pains to see that
their bones should be intact when the time came to
rise again?    How did they live ; what did they
think about; and what were they like to look
at?   We know nothing, except that their hopes
were vain ones,  for  their   bones lie scattered,
probably a part of the dust over which we are walk-
ing,   ravishers   of tombs   having  few  scruples,
especially when they do not find what they are
looking for*

At one end we come to the children's portion,
where the tiny tombs are, in some cases* only a few
inches long* No* Let us go* It is time to be
up in the cheerful sunlight again* Death is too dose
to all of us to need our being reminded of it so
forcibly*
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We will spend a while in the open air* and visit
the very famous Cart Tracks* which are not far